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*the text in the book is 
cramped and forced 

looking, slightly off kilter 
as if the author had 

much difficulty in the 
writing* 


Writing this story will be 
difficult for several 
reasons, the least being 
I'm having to write right 
handed. Not an easy 

task for a lefty. The 
reliving of this particular 
story will by far be the 
most difficult part in the 
telling, but tell I must 
for it has shaped who I 
have become and how I 

must live. 

I have fond memories of 

my early childhood. Of 
Mother and Father and 

much laughter and joy in 
our home. Both of them 
Paladins, our lives were 
simple yet full, the 
Virtues guiding every 
decision. Goodness 

seemed to radiate from 

my parents and 

everything they touched. 
I'll never forget the day 
my life changed forever. 

I was five years old. 
Father had promised to 

buy me a Pony for my 

sixth birthday. I 
anxiously awaited the day, 


looking in the stables 
atleast ten times a day 
as the big day 
approached. 

The morning before my 
birthday, I quickly ate my 
oatmeal and drank a glass 
of milk to break my 

fast, then hurried to the 
stables to see if Papa 
had brought home my new 
pony yet. There seemed 
to be evidence of a 
struggle in the stables, 
tables overturned and 
blood... blood was 
splattered on the walls 
and then to my horror I 
saw my own dear papa 
laying mangled on a blood 
soaked pile of hay. 


In my bereavement I 
never saw the pretty 
young brunette girl 
standing in the corner of 
the stables. I threw 
myself on the blood 
soaked hay and cried to 
my papa over and over 
to wake up. Had I 
noticed her, I might 
have been afraid for the 
knowledge I have of her 
now. 
The young woman gently 
pried me off of my 
father and told me gently 
that it's too late to help 
him. She told me that he 
was now walking with the 
Gods and I must not cry. 
I cried to her that I 
must get my Mother... 
Mama would know what to 
do. The young woman 
sadly shook her head and 
said that seeing my papa 
like this would break my 


Mama's heart and I must 
not do that to her. 


The Lady offered to help 
me clean him up and 

clean up the Stables. As 
we worked, she told me 
what she had witnessed. 

A spirit had come upon 

my father as he brought 
the pony inside. The 
spirit passed through 
Father, bringing him to 
his knees before settling 
into the Pony's body. 

She told me how the 

pony had gone mad, 
thrashing this way and 
that, stomping on my 
father over and over. 


The spirit inside the pony 
had killed my father even 
though she had tried and 
failed to save his life. 
Knocked unconscious, 

the woman had seen upon 
first waking the ghost of 
my father enter that of 
the pony and remain 
there. The spirit had 
taken residence in my 
father's body at last. 


Horror struck, I turned 
to the pony who was 
lazily munching on some 
oats then looked to the 
Lady. "How can we get 

my Papa out?”, I asked. 
She answered me in grave 
tones, "The only way to 
save your father is old 
magic. It might have 
been too long but we can 
try. I'll help you. You 
must cut out your Papa's 
heart and destroy it. 

The spirit is residing in 


his heart. Likewise, you 
must kill the Pony and 
cut out it's heart as 
well. Placing it's heart 
into your Papa hopefully 
will make your papa 
alright again.” 

I reached for Papa's 
sword but could not lift 
it by myself. The Lady 
stood behind me and 
assisted me to wield it. 
With her help, I killed 
the Pony and cut it's 
heart out with my Papa's 
dagger. Turning to my 
Papa's body, I cut his 
heart out with the Lady's 
help. I placed it myself 
into the Brazier and 
cried my heart out as it 
sizzled and popped. Soon 
enough it was destroyed. 
I carefully placed the 
pony's heart into my 
Papa's chest and said 
every prayer I had ever 
heard for my Papa to 

come back to me 

unharmed. Now when I 
think back on that day, I 
know prayers would never 
have helped. I had not 
killed my Papa but in my 
innocence, I was 
responsible for him never 
having a way to return 

to us. 


The Lady finally helped 

me to clean up my Papa's 
body and to change his 
clothes. Such care was 
taken to make sure the 
Sight of him would not 
horrify my Mama. That 

was the day I began living 
to protect my Mama. If 

I could help it, no harm 


would come to her. 


The Nightmares began 
within three days. The 
Lady who had helped me 
that day would visit me 
in my dreams. I learned 
that her name was Briana 
Amroli and it was she 
who had killed my Papa. 
My dreams were tortured 
fragmented bits. I'd hear 
my Papa's voice as he 
fought her. Briana would 
whisper into my dreams 
that it was I who had 
finished off my Papa. It 
is a secret I have kept 
all my life. 

Mama did seem broken 
after Papa died. She 
fed me, clothed me and 
took care of me to the 
best of her ability. I 
know that she even loved 
me, but gone were the 
smiles and hugs and 
kisses that I so 
desperately needed. 
Mama's heart was clearly 
with Papa. There was no 
room for anyone else. 


Life went on in our 
house. As the years 
passed I found myself 
protecting Mama and 
doing more and more to 
make ends meet. I'd 
snare rabbits and catch 
fish for the table. I 
tended the garden so 
we'd have fresh 
vegetables and made do 
with what we had. The 
important thing was to 
keep safe the woman who 
sat day by day at the 
window and stared out it 


as if waiting for 
someone. 

The dreams continued 
night by night. Whether 
they were brought on by 
guilt on my part or 
induced by Briana I do 
not know. But added to 
them was the fact that I 
had ruined my Mama's 
life. I never got 
accustomed to the dreams 
and in desperation worked 
like a mule in the 
daylight hours to keep 
Mama as comfortable as 
possible. No matter how 
bone weary tired I was, 
when the dark fell, the 
terror began for me. 


So, time marched on 
until I was seventeen. 
Mama still sat by the 
window as the house 
practically fell around us. 

I had sold most of our 
furnishings and anything 
of value we had just to 
pay the taxes on the 
property. The stables had 
long since been gone, 
used board by board for 
the fires that kept Mama 
warm on the long cold 
winter nights. 


Briana came to me in the 
night on Halloween of 
2005. She reminded me 
how I had murdered my 
Papa and caused my 
Mama to go daft. She 
reminded me for the 
hundredth time if not 
thousandth that no 
matter how hard I work 
that the damage was 
done and nothing could 


change it. I woke up 
suddenly and realized 
Briana was sitting on the 
corner of my bed. The 
sharp tang of fresh blood 
hung about her. As I 
looked at her noticed 
that she had changed. 

Her skin was paler than 
it had been through the 
years and her eyes 

glowed an eerie golden 
color. 

Terrified, I jumped out 
of my bed and ran to 
Mama's room. She was 

not there and frantically 
I looked about the house. 
I found her, crumpled 
by the front window 
laying in a pool of her 
own blood. There seemed 
to be no struggle in the 
room. I turned Mama over 
and found her dress rent 
down the front. I looked 
around the room for 
Briana was nowhere to be 
seen. Neither was my 
Mama's heart. It was 
missing from her chest. 

I knew then that she was 
gone to me forever. 

I was finally alone in the 
world. 
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